Historic,  archived  document 

Do  not  assume  content  reflects  current 
scientific  knowledge,  policies,  or  practices. 


4 


Housekeepers1  Chat 


Tuesday,  December  24,  1929 


NOT  FOR  PUBLICATION 

Subject:     "A  Last-Minute  Gift  from  the  Kitchen."    Prom  Bureau  of  H0me  Economics, 
U.S.D.A. 

Bulletin  available:    "Aunt  Sammy's  Radio  Recipes." 

5$C  S§C  ?{C 

"Oh  my  goodness  gracious  mei"  exclaimed  my  Next-Door  Neighbor.    "Oh  my  goodness, 
Aunt  Sammy J    Here  it  is  the  day  before  Christmas,  and  I  haven't  a  thing  for 
poor  Cousin  Susie.'    How  could  I  forget  heri    Only  one  shopping  day  before 
Christmas,  and  this  is  it — and  I  can't  leave  home  to  go  shopping.'    What  shall 
I  do?" 

"Send  her  a  Christmas  Card,"  I  suggested. 

"A  cs.rd?    To  my  Cousin  Susie?    Why,  she  has  sent  me  a  crocheted  yoke,  for  the 
past  eleven  years,  and  I've  got  to  do  something.'" 

"You  should,"  I  said  mildly.    "If  you  have  eleven  crocheted  yokes  laid  away,ii 
is  high  time  to  do  something.    How  about  sending  her  a  jar  of  jam?" 

"I  might,"  said  my  Neighbor.    "In  fact.    I  think  I  shall.    I  have  two  jars  of 
Apricot  and  Pineapple  jam,  quaintly- shaped  little  glass  jars.     I'll  wrap  them 
in  green  crepe  paper,  and  tie  bright  ribbons ^around  the  top.     I'll  get  the 
little  boy  across  the  street  to  deliver  the  gift.    Do  you  know  the  little  boy 
across  the  street?    He  is  six  years  old.    Yesterday  I  saw  him  standing  outside 
the  house,  gazing  very  solemnly  at  the  red  brick  chimney.     'It's  a  good  thing 
it's  wide,'  heasaid.  'Because  when  Santy  comes  down  that  chimney,  he  will  be 
carrying  a  tricycle.'     It's  great  to  be  six  years  old,"  said  my  Neighbor, 
seriously. 

Her  remark  reminded  me  of  a  clipping  I've  had  in  my  pocket  for  a  week,  but 
menus  and  recipes  took  up  so  much  time  I  couldn't  read  it  to  you,  till  today. 
It  is  called  "Christmas": 

"It  is  great  to  be  only  six  or  thereabouts.    Por  then  you  do  not  have  to  learn 
that  'the  most  wonderful  and  the  strangest  thingsin  the  world,  you  know,  are 
just  the  tilings  no  one  can  see. '    You  know  it  already  by  grace  of  being  only 
six  or  thereabouts.    And  knowing  it,  you  know  there  is  a  Santa  Claus. 

"So  all  the  joys  of  Christmas  are  yours.    The  thrill  of  anticipation  when  the 
empty  stacking  is  hung  up  beside  the  chimney,  where  it  will  be  handy  for 
Santa  Claus.    The  eager  tumbling  out  of  bed  on    Christmas  morning  to  see  what  he 
has  brought.    The  gleeful  surprises  when  the  well-filled  stocking  yields  up  its 
store.    All  the  hard-bought  wisdom  of  the  elders  has  taught  no  better  way  of  get- 
ting,  the  most  out  of  Christmas  than  this.    Nor  out  of  life. 
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"For  it  is  the  rule,  from  which  there  is  ho  departing,  that  we  receive  only  as 
we  "believe. 

"Once  each  year,  at  Christmastime,  humankind  struggles  upward  toward  the  light. 
The  airs  of  cynicism  and  disillusionment  are  flung  aside  J    A  spirit  of  good 
cheer  irradiates  the  world.    Everyone  strives  again  to  "be1  young,  to  regain  once 
more  a  little  of  the  simple  faith  and  wonder  of  childhood." 


If  it's  all  right  with  you,  we  won't  "broadcast  a,  menu  today  I'll  save  it  till 

Thursday.     I  want  to  tell  you  about  the  mi  nature  garden  which  my  friend  W.R.B. 
has  in  his  dining  room.    The  fairy  garden  is  his  solution  of  something  "bright 
and  colorful,  for  the  greyvdays  of  winter.    You  know  how  difficult  it  is  to  keep 
blooming  plants  at  this  time  of  the  year — "but  a  fairy  garden  keeps  fresh  and 
"bright,  all  the  time. 

W,  R.  B.  bought  a  glass  globe — an  ordinary  goldfish  globe*  with  a  round  place 
of  clear  glass  for  a  cover.    This  fall  he  drove  out  into  the  country,  to  the 
home  of  a  friend  who  has  a  large  tract  of  woodland.    There  W.  R.  B.  gathered 
a  little  moss,  and  siome  small  ferns  he  found  growing  along  a  brook.    He  also  got 
a  plant  of  Princess  pine,  some  partridge  berry,  and  a  small  spray  of  running 
cedar.     It  takes  only  a  very  small  amount  of  each  kind  of  plant  to  make  a  fairy 
garden — not  enough  to  be  missed  from  the  woodland. 

W.  R,  B.  -put  a  little  woodland  soil  in  the  bottom  of  the  glass  bowl.    Then  he 
lined  the  bottom  of  the  bowl  with  moss.    In  the  center  of  the  carpet  of  moss 
he  planted  two  very  small  ferns,  and  one  plant  of  Princess  pine.    Then  the  moss 
was  covered  with  partridge  berry,  with  its  bright  red  berries  and  delicate 
leaves.    The  roots  of  each  little  plant  were  tucked  snugly  into  the  soil,  be- 
neath the  moss.    If  your  eyes  are  sharp,  you  may  find  a  piececof  moss  with  the 
partridge  berries  growing  in  it — in  which  case,  simply  lift  it  from  its  wood- 
land  home,  and  transfer  it  to  the  glass  bowl,  or  jar. 

The  next  step  is  to  water  the  moss  and  the  little  plants  in  the  bowl,  put  on  the 
glass  cover,  and  set,  the  garden  in  the  sunny  south  window,  where  the  temper- 
ature will  not  be  too  high.    The  temperature  may  vary  between  45  and  65  or  70 
degrees. 

If  the  cover  fits  tightly,  and  there  is  no  loss  of  moisture  from  the  bowl,  it 
may  not  be  necessary  to  water  the  plants  for  many  weeks,  but  be  sure  to  add 
enough  water  to  moisten  the  soil  and  the  moss,  when  the  garden  is  planted. 
Always  water  the  garden  with  rain  water. 

Small  globes,  that  is,  globes  not  more  than  four  or  five  inches  in  diameter, 
make  the  nicest  fairy  gardens  for  use  as  table  centerpieces.    Globes  about  a 
foot  high  are  best  for  window  decorations.     If  you  can't  get  the  plants  I  have 
mentioned,  from  the  woods,  the  florist  can  probably  furnish  the  moss  and  the 
small  ferns,  and  maybe  you  can  buy  the  partridge  berries  at  the  market. 

Pretty  soon  after  you've  made  your  garden,  the  little  plants  will  begin  to 
grow,  and  you'll  have  a  miniature  fairy  world,  with  its  sunshine,  it^s  dews 
and  its  rains.     I've  never  seen  a  fairy  in  W.  R.  B.'s  garden,  but  I  know  a 
certain  small  boy  who  has.seen  one.    It  was  peeking  out  from  behind  the  bright 
red  berries  of  the  partridge /half  hidden  by  the  mist. 
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4»  — ^°Does  Aunt  Sammy  really  "believe  in  fairies?"  I  can  hear  some  one  say,  in  a  sur- 
*  -prised  tone  of  voice. 

Of  course  she  does.    Always t  oil  the  day  "before  Christmas.    Isn't  that  what 
Christmas  is  for  —  to  renew  our  faiUHi  in  some  of  the  things  we  may  "be  too  old 
and  sophisticated  to  see,  "but  nevertheless  we  know  they  do  exist,  at  Christmas 
time. 

I  wish  you  all  the  merriest  kind  of  a  holiday,  and  I  hope  you'll  find  just 
what  you  want  in  your  stocking,  when  you  wake  up  on  Christmas  morning. 


